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soothe in many a toil-worn hour
The noble heart that thou hast won.

Be thou a balmy breeze to him,

A fountain singing at his side ;
A star, whose light is never dim,

A pillar, to uphold and guide.

(Such predictions are the natural penalty of inviting the
Professor of Poetry to officiate as groomsman.) And the
appointed role was nobly performed. Two generations of
delighted Liberals watched the slim figure follow him down
the cheering lanes of public meetings, steady him as he
climbed on to innumerable platforms, tug off his coat, and
sit demurely folding it as the big voice in front (with a
suspicion of Liverpool about it) settled inimitably into the
first deep " Mr. Chairman and fellow-electors." The House
of Commons knew what hand had filled the " short, thick-
set pomatum-pot, oval in shape, four inches in height/' from
which those eloquent lips drew intermittent (and slightly
mysterious) refreshment, when the cheers gave a convenient
pause ; and an eye raised to the Ladies' Gallery might catch
a glimpse of an eager face that looked down at him, had
watched unwaveringly, indeed, since distant evenings before
the Corn Laws were repealed, when " I found myself nearly
upon Lady John Russell's lap, with Lady Palmerston and
other wives/' and was still watching as he crouched, half a
century away, beside the faithful Morley for a spring at the
apostate Chamberlain. A Member once enquired why a
small section of the brass grille in front shone so brightly,
and was informed by the attendant that Mrs. Gladstone's
hand had polished it. She pinned the tea-rose in his coat,
contrived the endless complications of a migratory poli-
tician's life (a niece testified to " the manoeuvres behind his
back, the extraordinary dodges to smooth his path or oil
Siis wheels or cocker up his health "), and was occasionally
suspected of offering a hand to be shaken under his cape by
jager (but exhausting) Liberals. The Professor of Poetry
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